the dressing-room door and asked her to go to the
practice-room about some costumes. She was in her
practice-dress, still. She came out of the room and
trotted along the corridor. Being new to the building,
she took the turn which led to the stage. She saw some-
one loitering about there, seemingly lost. She turned and
presently reached the big practice-room which was
heavy with the smells of new-sawn wood and white
pamt. No one was there. Some baskets of costumes
were ranged near the walL Someone had taken some
costumes from these and arranged them, perhaps to air,
on lines stretched from the barres. A woman with a
duster looked in from the opposite door, and said, "He's
gone away, miss, the painter gentleman". She supposed
that lophon wanted her for something, for these were his
costumes for the ballet of The Golden Apple.

She was examining them, when she heard a step and
turned. She saw a strange man advancing towards her,
He was unlike anyone she had ever seen; this, in itself,
told her that he was an unusual being. He was of the
middle height, rather handsome, with the long brown
moustaches then worn by the Most Illustrious. He had
an odd look in his eyes, as though he couldn't find what
he wanted, but meant to go on looking (so she summed
it up to herself). He wore the white and gold of
Praefectual rank, with the special, broad banding of the
almost scarlet purple of the Imperial Palace. He wore
three small embroidered blue crosses, one at the throat,
one at each shoulder. She thrilled through with the
thought, that this was Prince Justinian, the "Tino" of
Brusanian's story; no other man could look like that or
wear those marks of rank. What on earth brought the
Prince here? She knew that "ceremony and respect"
called upon her to curtsy; and that not even Macedonia
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